Peter
Hopegood
Spelling a rune for the eager sky;
And where is the heart that beats in feathers
Shall stay to question who calls the tune,
When the fingers that fashion the spring's mad
measures
Are once more weaving their age-old rune?
Tell me the banyan's shade is soggy,
For a leaky conduit runs hard by;
That midges swarm where the ground is boggy,
And midges determine where swallows fly!
Tell me your silly sparrows gather
Wherever they think a feast is spread!
Tell me that songbird touch is rather
Too richly right to be credited!
I marked no rout on the distant mountain:
I heard no cries and I saw no flares:
If one had come on a sacred fountain,
Doubtless he came on it unawares.
I saw no sprays in the hands of maidens,
Culled when the dews lay on the lawn,
And 'Only the mail-plane's snoring cadence
Welcomed the equinoctial dawn.